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One 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired by the Kurt Loder interview from the "Famous Last Words" or something like that and Axl sees this 


hummingbird..check it out on youtube, it was cool. 


"Oh, what, Jesus?" | heard the knocks at my door, and | should have been up because it was well past noon, 
but | was hung-over and my head was pounding with the tiny hammers, tiny hammers of the hang-over 
headache. More knocks, insistent knocks. | hated whoever was on the other side of that door. 


"Slash! | know you're fucking in there! Open up!" It was Axl. |, like most of America by this point knew his 
fucking voice. And | really did hate him. 


"Fuck! What is it, Axll" | yelled, wondering why he wasn't holed up in his fucking mansion or hiding in a limo 
behind all his fucking security guards. Jesus. No. He had to be here pounding on my door when all | wanted to 


do was sleep. 


Ugghhhh. He wouldn't go away. He was tenacious. Fuck it. So | got up and felt my head nearly split in two like a 


rotten egg, spilling brains all over the floor. | really should stop drinking, and exercise, and eat right. And clean, 


or hire someone to clean. | saw the dust jack rabbit hares running to the corners. 


"What?" | said, opering the door. He stood there on my doorstep looking like a mere mortal in his jeans and 
sneakers, regular sneakers, not his fancy stage sneakers that said "Axl" on them, fucking dork. A regular T- 
shirt. His long hair was pulled back in a ponytail, but | could still see the red shine of it. He didn’t look like the 
rock god from the magazines, the bandana wrapped around his forehead, long red hair streaming behind him as 
he leaned back and screamed some song into a microphone that he held in his hand with his death grip, 
gleaming tight leather pants, his cheekbones like a fucking model's. He looked normal, some normal guy in his 
early thirties, slight beard stubble clinging to his cheeks, his severe high cheekbones hidden in the slight weight 
gain that gave his face a heavier appearance. | knew he wasn't normal, though. All of fucking America knew 


that. 


"Yeah, "hi" to you, too. Can | fucking come in?" he said, glaring at me. This was how we related to each other 
now, we swore a bunch, we were sarcastic, we glared. | stepped aside with a big show of it, sweeping my arms 


to allow him to come in and he glared at me again, and scowled, his green eyes darkening to hazel. 


| turned from him, turned to my mostly empty fridge. Was there anything in there that could make me feel 
better? As | was scanning the empty shelves | heard the scrape of one of my kitchen chairs as he pulled it 
out and sat in it. Rotting carrots, a soft tomato, deli meat. Who the fuck shopped around here? | leaned my 


head on the cool fridge door, feeling my headache follow the movement until it was pulsing in my forehead. 


He wasn't saying anything, just sitting there. | looked at him from the corner of my eye. What the fuck did he 
want? | felt a moment of sadness that we were like this now. | remembered in the early days of the band, how 
the ideas would just flow between us, I'd play a few notes, he'd hum a tune to it, and words would bubble up 
from the universe to express all our shit. Our poor rotten lives made some pretty great fucking music. Now? 
How was it now? With our stupid fat bank accounts and fucking mansions and limos and all that shit? How was 
the music now? And most people thought Axl wrote the lyrics from "Appetite" but he didn't, not all of them. 
they came from beyond, they were a gift. 


"We're going to see a Nirvana concert tonight," he informed me. No asking. Of course not. He was Axl fucking 
Rose and when he said jump, well, you know. | grabbed a clementine orange off the counter, sat in one of the 


chairs across from him and started to peel it. 


"No, c'mon, Axl, | don't want to go to a fucking concert tonight." | got the peel most the way off and pried 
loose a wedge of the fruit. It had peel strings clinging to it. | popped it into my mouth. 


He stared at me, not quite a glare. | looked back. | felt like | was one of the few people left who didn't fear him. 
There was me, Duff, Izzy, man Izzy didn't fear him so much he just got up and walked away from the cash 
cow. Izzy was my hero. He quit heroin and he quit the fucking band and he did what he wanted. | did what Axl 
wanted, in some form or another, and despite whatever arguments | might feel compelled to put forth, I'd go 


to the fucking concert with him, the bastard. 


But | looked at him square in the eye and was blown away by him just like | always was, just like when | first 
saw him in full out glam, his hair teased to the fucking stratosphere, make up dripping down his face as he 
screamed out those songs in his fucking ass-less chaps, God. | nearly shivered. | was as blown away by him as 
| was in the early days of our band, when he'd fight with anyone who looked at him and he threw glasses in 
the clubs, shattering them on the back walls, when he talked so lucidly and intelligently to the hacks who 
interviewed him in those days. Smiling cokeheads shoving microphones in his face, and they didn’t know, they 
didn't know the force they were trying to reckon with, but | did. Those to die for cheekbones, those hips that 


would just swivel like Elvis on fucking heroin, man. 


Even now | was blown away just by looking at his tired, used up eyes and his used up stare, his heavy cheeks 
covered with red stubble. When he grew a beard, which was quite often, it was a deeper red than his hair. | 
was blown away even though right now, just sitting there in jeans and a shirt and white leather high tops, 
clothes any homeless person could go to a thrift store and purchase, even though he didn't exude any of the 


androgynous sex appeal that drove people crazy. 


"Yeah, alright, I'll go. Fucker," | said, and he smiled at last, showing all of his capped teeth. 


We had disguises when we wanted to go out among the masses. It was easy, easier than people thought. | had 
my fake glasses on and my brown hair businessman wig, he had on his real glasses and his short, dark hair 
wig. His eyesight was really pretty poor, and it had been an issue over the years, those damn contacts of his. 
We couldn't go sign our fucking record contract on time because he couldn't find his contacts. Riots have 
almost happened because he lost a fucking contact at a goddamn concert. | really did hate him, and | thought 
that as | trailed behind him to the fucking ticket line, and we both stood in it like mere mortals. 


| noticed that almost everyone in the line was younger than we were. They were all teenagers. They were our 
audience. What did adults listen to? Kenny 6.? Handel? The Beatles? | had no idea, not anymore. Axl had a better 
idea of this shit than | did, because | didn't care. We did what we did and people either liked it or they didn't, 


and who gave a shit? | squinted at Axl, standing in line, calmly waiting his turn, and | knew he cared. 


| stood on the floor, surrounded by kids, really, waiting for the band to arrive. They'd show up on time, it 
wasn't every band that made people wait for hours upon hours like Axl did. It wasn't us, it was him, but we all 


got blamed. 


They arrived, three guys dressed like skater punks, no thrills, no back-up singers, no horn section, and | felt 
the jealousy in the pit of my stomach, because it was what | wanted to get back to. | was so sick of all of 
Axl's stupid ideas and these fucking ballads and the piano, Jesus God and Mary Joseph | couldn't fucking stand 
it. Truth be told | was never that crazy about "Sweet Child 0: Mine" but at least it was us, gritty toward the 
end, twisting all the sweetness into a desperate plea, so | guessed it was okay. But | hated, hated with a passion 


"November Rain’ and "Estranged". 


The lights went down and then a discordant twang rang out over the crowd and the lights came up and 


focused on the stage and they started. They were good. These kids around us loved it, you could see it on 
their faces and in their body language, in the way they leaned toward the stage like plants wanting sunlight. Axl 
had a kind of funny look on his face. He liked it, | knew that, but there was more to that look. | shook my head, 
not wanting to analyze him or his stupid looks and his stupid thoughts right now. This band was cool and we 
were cool, so fuck it. But there was more going on than that in Axl's mind, and | didn't want to know what it 
was. 


A few songs in he lost that funny, pensive look, and just listened to the music, and | smiled. As much as | 
hated him | loved him, too. Such a difficult human being. He swayed and then he did his little snake-dance thing, 
and | bit my bottom lip. Even in that silly wig and those dorky glasses he looked hot doing that, he looked like 


the sexy motherfucker he really was. 


"Hey, man, you really nailed that Axl Rose snake dance," some random guy said to him, and | hid a smile. Oh, 


yeah. He nailed it. 


| wanted to shoot myself. | knew | had a gun around here somewhere. 


"Listen, we've got to get them to go on tour with us, we..Slash, don't you see, this is where shit is going, the 
current of popular shit, and we have to kind of keep up, or take it over, to stay on top, to..' 


Our wigs were on the floor in little heaps, they looked like little shit dogs. My glasses stared up blankly from 
the coffee table, but he peered at me from behind his, because he'd be blind without them. His hair was all 
static-y from being trapped in that wig, and | saw the electrified strand or two standing straight up from his 
head. 


"Jesus, Axl, it isn’t like that," | said, my voice a deep sigh. | sipped from my beer can. 


"It isn't like what?" he said, his voice sharp. He fucking knew. Why did we have to have this discussion? Why? 
Please, God, why was | forced to discuss this shit with him? 


"Look, it isn't like that. It's..this band is like a rotting corpse with pieces being severed right off it. Steven, man, 
he's drowning in coke and heroin, Izzy left, and me and Duff? Soon there aren't going to be any pieces left. We 


can't catch some current of popular shit because..because it is what is fucking was, and now... 


He was looking at me with his sharp look, and | squirmed in the glare of his stare. Fuck. | wanted to touch his 
shoulder or his knee, but | knew he'd jerk violently away from me. | closed my eyes and thought back to this 
one time after an early show, back when his hair was still teased all up to hell, and we were backstage, and his 
tongue was in my mouth as we leaned up against the cement blocks, and | felt the smooth leather of his pants 


and struggled to find a way in 


"What?" he said, the word a little bark. Uggghh, his deep voice, his intense stare, | was helpless, just like | 


always was. 


"Okay, you remember that interview you gave with Kurt Loder that time in your fucking empty ass back yard, 


sitting in lawn furniture? Remember, when Erin was leaving your fucking ass?" 


He bowed his head at the mention of Erin. Jesus God had he fucked that relationship up. That little angel girl, 


the sweet child He'd beaten her senseless. He nodded that he remembered, and | went on. 


"Okay, well, he was asking you about the fucking band and you started to say that it was the best band, the 
dream band, and then halfway through your fucking sentence you stop and kind of stare off into space, 
because you had seen this hummingbird suddenly come along, and you say, "A hummingbird..it's gone," and you 
never went back to whatever you were saying about the dream band, but it was the most perfect thing 
because that fucking hummingbird was the band. It was fast and it flew into our space but it's fucking gone 


now, Axl. Its gone, it's over, and me and Duff are gonna leave," 


He looked up at me with everything vulnerable you could imagine in his face and eyes, and | wanted to fold him 
up in my arms and | was sorry for bringing out these harsh truths, but he forced me to. We were going in 
different directions, we were being pulled apart by fame and drugs and alcohol and his fucking ego and power 
trip and his demons. For awhile those demons were working for us, getting him to scream like a banshee from 
all those stages, roping in all the kids who had that pent up rage with nowhere to go, but now people were just 
sick of all his whining and his poor childhood filled with abuse. It was time for Nirvana and bands like them, 
stripped down, no bullshit bands that screamed a different truth, it was time for them to take the stage, and 
he couldn't control that or latch onto it. 


| reached out and touched his face, and he moved just a little but he let me. 

"Slash, don't," he said, his voice thick now, pre-tears. 

"I'm sorry, Axl," | said, not caring for the moment about Nirvana or about Áxl's amazing and exhausting 
ambition. I'd been pretty much crushed by that ambition. | held his face in my hands, my thumbs under his 
Jaw. 

"Sorry," | said again, leaning in and kissing him, holding him in place so he wouldn't get away. | felt the thick 
stubble against my cheeks, | felt the roughness of his tongue and the artificial smoothness of his teeth, | 


tasted the cigarettes and health drinks he consumed. 


He leaned back, resting on his elbows on my couch, and | gently took his glasses off of him and placed them on 
the coffee table, and | knew he was seeing me with no sharp edges now, just a blur of tan and black. 


| kissed him again, tasting his lips, | kissed down the side of his neck, feeling the soft pale skin beneath my 
tongue and lips. | tugged his T-shirt off and saw how the silver nipple ring caught the light. 


